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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is fiction and all made up. 


Slash stared at him and then looked away, eyes downcast. There was no way to do this, no way to bridge the 
gap between desire and owning. He could never own him, he couldn't even touch him, not like he wanted to. He 


chewed his lower lip and reached for his whiskey bottle but something made him stop mid-reach. 


Axl was being patient, allowing the make-up people to brush the colors on his eyelids and cheeks. Slash knew 
make-up people, and before them the girls and strippers they lived with, liked putting make-up on Axl. His skin 
was so pale and flawless, make-up didn't have to hide anything, it only enhanced. 


This was their video shoot for "Sweet Child O' Mine" and it would take all day. Slash was resigned to it, knowing 
that videos were what would make them household names, or at least push their album into the top 50. He 
stood on the edges of the area where several people were working on Axl, one doing his make-up, the other 


brushing out his long red hair. Axl saw him. 


"Hey, Slash," he said in his deep voice, that surprising baritone that just scraped along your eardrums. Axl 
winked at him, and Slash saw the subtle gradations of color on his eyelid, dark pink to light purple. 


"Hey, man," he said, trying to sound casual and cool, trying to not let Axl see whatever it was inside of him 
that was tearing him apart. He wandered away, knowing they wouldn't need to do much or any make-up on him 


because his curls covered most of his face. 


He had to hide behind that, behind his hair, behind his top hat, behind his guitar. Behind his bottle of Jack 
Daniels. He swallowed hard and gazed at Axl and he decided to stop hiding. He took his hat off and set it aside, 
and brushed his hair out of his eyes with the palm of his hand. 


The video consisted of playing the song several times, over and over and over. He had never really liked this 
song, the lyrics were too lovey dovey, the intro too goofy, it wasn't what he thought they were about. What 
were they about? Drugs and alcohol and fucking? Shooting up? Struggling? He played his guitar part again and 
again, his fingers aching from it. He watched Axl hugging himself off to the side, walking slowly toward the 
center as the beginning intro played again and again Axl. Always so vulnerable even when he was screaming at 
someone, even as he was pounding his fist into a wall or someone's face. Always vulnerable as he wrapped his 
arms around himself, something he did all the time. Slash could hardly catch his breath when he did that, when 
he looked down and then up with his eyes. 


It was all done and the video would be compiled from the hours of footage. He flexed his fingers, getting the 
stiffness from the repetitive playing out of them. He saw Axl again in the backroom bathroom, washing the 
make-up off his face. It ran in purples and pinks down the white sink. 


"Hey," he said, his voice quiet and shy. Axl looked at him in the mirror, seeing him standing behind him. 


"What's up?" Axl said, his voice deep like always, but the sound of his shriek at the end of the song was still in 
his head, that sound that soared through the upper registers. 


"Nothing," He had nothing to say to him but he wanted to talk to him, he wanted to be in his presence, noticing 
the subtle movements of his muscles beneath his clothes. He wanted, that was all. He wanted his top hat, his 
curls in front of his eyes, his guitar. He wanted all his props to hide behind. He honestly didn't know how Axl 


did it on stage night after night, naked and exposed, his voice raw, the pain in his eyes for everyone to see. 


"Want to go get a drink?" Axl said, and Slash nodded, although he wanted to stop drinking. He wanted to stop 
leaning on that particular crutch. He could have water, he could be stark raving sober and watch life like that 


for awhile, no cushion, no reprieve. 


At the bar they sat at a booth, and Axl went and got them two huge mugs of beer, the little bubbles rising. 
He took a sip against his better judgment, but it was just one beer. Axl had a leather hat, like a fedora that he 
wore low over his eyes. What would he do if he took the hat off and tilted his chin so he could see into his 
eyes? What would he do if he leaned toward him across the thick slab of oak table and kissed him on the lips? 


"That song might do it, | mean, maybe. It'll appeal to girls, and that's what you want. Once a ton of girls like 
you you're all set," Axl was talking and Slash was barely following along. Girls would never like them, not like 
what he was talking about. A few punk and metal kids would like them and the album was too rough for radio, 
and MTV only played their videos at one in the morning. Mainstream was too safe and too pop, and they'd 


never break through. 
"Yeah," he said, because he liked to hear Axl talk and he liked to hear what he dreamed about. 


There was no real money from the album yet, and they all still lived in the house the record company rented 
for them, with its broken plaster walls and worn carpeting. That one beer hadn't been enough to stave off the 


shakes, and he lay in the bed with the tremors coursing up and down his arms. 


He stood up but his legs wouldn't hold him and he crashed to the floor next to the bed, and he held a shaking 
hand in front of his eyes. Had he done this to himself? Had he thought he could quit everything cold turkey? 
Alcohol and heroin and coke? Just give it up and live clean? But he saw Axl do it, he saw him drink soda or tea, 


he heard the lucid things he said, not just an incoherent string of swears lost in laughter. 


"Jesus Christ, Slash! What the fuck?" Axl had come to his room, his hair disheveled but still beautiful, a 
straight shining sheet of red strands. He wore his boxer shorts that slid down his slim hips and he stared in 


the dark at the crashed mess of him on the floor. 


"l'm sorry, | don't know what happened," Slash said, although of course he did. He was reaching for things, he 


was trying to emerge new from the shell of bad behavior, from the strings of substance abuse. 


"Cimon, Jesus," Axl said, disgust in his voice as he came over and wrapped his surprisingly strong arms around 
him, hauling him to his feet. For that second he felt safe in his arms, and maybe he could give up all the shit 
that was killing him, as long as he had Axl here to lead the way. 


Two 


| won't drink, | won't drink He repeated it in his head. It was morning, the sun burning through the windows 
with no curtains. He'd thrown his whiskey bottles away. He clung to a cup of coffee, instant with no flavor, 
they didn't even have a coffee maker in this dump. His hands shook and drops of the coffee landed on the 
table. He reached for his cigarettes. 


Axl was always in his periphery vision A flash of red hair. The hint of green in his eyes. The bones of his ribs 
visible beneath his pale skin He swallowed hard and tried to look away. 


"What is wrong with you?" Axl said, smoking a cigarette over his cup of coffee. Slash glanced down at the 


blond hairs on his legs, at the sole of one foot visible crossed over his leg. 


"Nothing," the word said through gritted teeth. One shot would set him right, but it wasn't what he wanted. He 


wanted to suffer for his sins. 


Rehearsals in the hot dank space of the old ballroom, the lanterns stuck to the wall but useless. He tuned his 
guitar, trying to find a way for the sounds to stop splitting his head. He felt the headache behind his eyes and 
his temples, pounding, pulsing, driving him crazy. His physical misery almost drove Axl from his thoughts, 

almost. Then he saw him in his tight leather pants and cowboy boots, his hair out of his eyes because of the 


blue bandana wrapped around his forehead. 


His fingers tried to curl up in palsy as his mouth became cotton dry, but he forced himself to play. 


He thought he was doing what was right, not drinking. He sat at the bar with water in front of him and every 


sound was piercing, every sound was glass shattering next to his ear. 


None of the guys noticed him, so deep into their substances, except Axl. Axl saw him sweating and drinking 
water, he saw the tremors that raced up and down his arms. He squinted his eyes at him, trying to figure out 


what was wrong. 


They were all together and going home. Steven was babbling, happily and incoherently, like he had since junior 
high. Slash tried to block the sound. All sounds hurt. All sights scraped against his corneas. Izzy was quiet and 
high on heroin. Duff was drunk and weaving as he walked, stumbling and laughing. Axl had a beer or two but he 
wasn't drunk and appeared sober. He probably was sober. Slash longed for that, to be sober and feeling okay, to 
not feel this seasickness, his brain a tender organ pierced by black shards of glass. 


He leaned against Axl as they walked, and Axl allowed it. 


Something was wrong. The room dipped. He smelled oranges. They had never had oranges in this house. They 
had fried chicken, tacos, jack in the box hamburgers. Fast food. The smell of oranges was strong and cloying, 
filling his nose. Something was wrong with him. He could hardly see. There was only one person in this house in 


any shape to help him. 


He stumbled down the stairs to the living room, hoping to see Axl between the dark streaks in his vision He 
was watching T.V. resting his chin on his fist. 


"Axl," he said, not sure if his voice was loud enough to be heard. But Axl looked up, his exquisite features lit 


by the blue glow of the TV. screen 
"What?" Axl said, his voice deep, his tone bored. 


“Something's wrong...” Slash said as the black streaks ran together and his vision ran to black, and it smelled like 


there were oranges in every room, and he fell to the floor. 


‘| almost brought you to the hospital," Axl said, kneeling on the floor and leaning over the couch where Slash 


lay stretched out. 


"What? Why?" he said, the words feeling sludgy and slow in his mouth. He didn't remember anything. There was 


only a vague sense of having felt off. 


"You had a seizure, you don't remember?" Axl said, and then he leaned over him, the sticky ends of his hair 
brushing against Slash's chest. 


"| was worried," he said in a whisper almost too low to hear. 


